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Robert picked her up and put her out of the door,
Blanche gave a scream of fury, her face turned
crimson, she fell on Robert with her fists, beating
and thumping Mm, and then wept with despair.
They could not comfort her. When Robert swept
her up she had felt for a moment the horror of a
force that could not be broken, her helplessness to
stand against it, to prevent it, her insignificance;
and that night she woke crying that she had lost
Etho5 and though he was there on the wall she
still cried that he was lost. Rosa stayed by her
until she fell asleep again; little Blanche who had
set her heart on what she could not have.
Rosa could see how useless it was for Blanche
to set her heart on Echo, she could pity her be-
cause she knew that she could never have him,
"and yet/' she whispered hopelessly to herself, "I
can't help myself for setting my heart on Stephen/'
Already she was learning to do without him, to
live all day, to lie at night, alone, and that filled
her with despair. It was the beginning of the end.
For eleven days he had not come, eleven days
that had been cruel to her. From the beginning she
had known that if she let Stephen touch her the
enchantment would be spoiled, from that night
when she had so wanted him to kiss her that she
could hold against him no longer, it was gone.
It seemed to her now that the blood of Rosabelle
and Claude had little to do with her, hers was the
easy sensuous oriental-tinged blood of her mother's
family. Even Belle was colder than she* That made
her cry out all the more for Stephen, for something